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Neu Vocal Miſcellany, 


ORyg A 
Fount.in of Pure Harmony ; 


CONTAINING 


SIXTY NEW SONGS, 


(Not one of which ever appeared in print before,) 
Written to ſome of the moſt delightſul Engliſh, 
Iriſh, and Scots Tunes: the Name of the Tune 
inſerted at the beginning of each Song, 
| To which is added, 


A HumMmoRovus CANTATA, called 


The Alehouſe Politicians; 


NEVER IN PRINT BEFORE. 74 
By WILLIAM. COL ns S. en 1 
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7 r. 
„The man that hath n no mitfic in himſelf, hah 
Nor is not mov'd by concord of ſweet We. 
es fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils ; - 
„The motions of his ſpirits are dull as night, 
% And his affections dark as Erebus : 
66 Let no ſuch man be truſted. 1 
SHAKESPFARE. 
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GREEABLE to the eftabliJhed law of that mail 
antient, powerful, and arbitrary of all deſpotici 
Potentates, — tho rules and governs the thoughts, will, 
and attions of three-fourths of Mankind ; to whom 


ven Kings themſelves are not only ſubject, but often 


laves, —and to whom all Authors, Antient and 

odern, haue paid their Duota : I ſay agreeable to 
hy Mandate Almighty Cuſtom, I here pay the Tri- 
ute of a Preface. Perbaps the Reader may now ex- 
ect a long, and fly panegyrick on the beauty and flile 
the following Songs, and therefore it 1s neceſſary in 
me to undecei ve bim; for notwith/ianding the par- 
Jality every Author has for his own Brat, ariſing 
om a certain ingredient in the human compoſition, 


at this my Brat (which is the f ] ever ſent 
the wide world to ſeek for Public approbation, ) 
ll ſpeak for itſelf : for theſe reaſons, —if i it poſſeſſes 
tolerable ſhare of Merit, it Handi i in no need of 
recommendation ; and if not, there is nothing I can 


that wil be a ſufficient k 60 the candi . a ⁊ 


diſcerning 


led Vanity, of which, I have a more than c:mmon 
are in nine; I fay, for all this, I am determined 
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diſcerning Public, to whoſe opinions I. ſhall ever „ bold . 
myſelf amenable, and by whoſe deciſion I ſhall humbly © 
abide, As I have written for the Entertainment of 
the Amiable Sex, I thiught I could net find a more 
proper Title than that which I have given the Songs, 
whi-h I conſider, and value, as being the true character- 
iftick apfel.ation of the Fair Sex, who in general are 
real Fountains of Pure Harmony; and agreeable to 
ſuch a Title this work will be ſeund; there nt being 
a word or ſentence throughiut, which can raiſe a 
Bluſhin the Cheek of the inzſt refined Delicacy, for I 
Hall ever religiufly obſerve that excelignt Maxim of | 
Ar. Pope that Immodeſt words aamit r no de- 


2 n 


fence.” 


Thus havine given a brief account of my Brat's 
origin, I ſhall now eemmit it ts the protection of the 
ſoft Sex, not altogether deſtitute, ſince it claims ſame 
relationſhip to the fwerteſt, and maſt delightful E ngiiſh, 

Iriſh, and Scots Airs, which I Hape will be Suffici icteng 
to e it Chriſtian treatment at leaſt, 


E muſs ye Fair Ones my ambitious Plan, 
I wrote — — you, blame me if you can; 
And let each ſcowling Critic ſnarl, or bite - 
While ye but (mile, by Mighty Jove PI ode 
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T HE 
New Vocal Miſcellany, 


Fountain of Pure Harmony; 
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SONG TI, 


Tune, Let be a ſtranger to each jovial foul, 


HRO' life what ſtrange fancies we mane 
purſue, 

And int'reſt's the object we all have in view, 

To gain'itwe ſee, each will trudge his own way, 
nd by taking moſt care we are often aſtray 

et this is Well known, and all men muſt confeſs, 

hat our inteteſt centers in true happineſs : 

hen follow my maxim,—reſolve like a man 

To be cheerful and happy as long as jou can. 

borus, Reſolve like a man, reſolve like a man, | 

To be cheerful and happy as long as you can. 


A 


( 2 ). 
The Great-Ones who fancy wealth, honor, and 


fame, 
Exceed all the bleſſings which other men claim, 


Still leave their true int'reſt to follow ſuch toys, 
Whilſt the Peaſant ſound-health contented enjoys; 
How fimple it is, here, our cares to encreaſe, 

When life's but a ſpan, and death ſtares in our face: 
Then follow my maxim reſolve like a man 

To be cheerful and happy as long as you can. 


If troubles ſurround us, the remedy's near 

Let reaſon point out the beſt courſe we can ſteer, 
Adhere to her dictates, her councils obey, 

Be not timid, nor raſh, drive ſorrow away, 
Enjoy all the preſent, forget evils paſt ; 


And _ the worſt come,— wif it cannot Jong 
| a 


Still follow my maxim—reſolye like a man— 
To becheerful and happy as long as you can. 


> 


Miſs Fortune that ſtrumpet ſo common to all, 
Directed by Chance, on the wiſeſt may fall; 
But ſoon as ſhe finds we but ſmile at her ſpight, 
She']1 quickly begone and relinquiſh the fight: 
Thus all may be happy, that will be content, 
For this is true Int'reſt which none can prevent, 
Then follow my maxim—reſolve like a man 
To be cheerful and happy as long as you can. 


. 
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| Celeſtials have envy'd us mortals below, 


4 


SONG II. 


Tune. 1 a hearty good fellow a ruby- nos d et. 
OUR Laws, nor your cuſtoms _—— 
Jou ſee, MAJ 

Can never enſlave a brave foul that is free; 


On your trammels pedantic we (mile with con- * 
tempt, | 

From all Law, but Nature's, we now are exempt; 

And ſhe doth command us to drink, love, and ſing, 


And he that obeys—is as great asa King. 


Chorus, And ſhe doth command us, &c. 
No dull niggard rules ſhall our pleafures controul, 
But ſong, wine, and women,— delights of the ſoul, . 
Theſe, theſe ſhall alone our blyth momentsemploy, 
For theſe can ſupply us with tumults of joy: 

Thus Nature commands us to drink, love, and ſing, 
And he that obeys is as great as a King, 


From Women and Wine ſuch ſweet extacies flow, 


And quit their abodes for to taſte of our bliſs,, 
And coax our fair damſels aſide for a kiſs © © 


Thus Nature, and Gods bid us love, drink, and 
ſing, 


And he that obeys, is more great than a King. 
g's | NM O N'G / 
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SONG III. The Kerr Miss. 
Tune, The Race Horſe. 
EE the Park throng'd with coaches —the Nobles 
_ all run, 
To view the dear Angel [—her ruin's s begun ; 
Prince, Dukes, Lords, and Bankers are firſt in her 


tr aing 
In raptures they ogle,—as yet but in vain— 


In raptures they ogle,—as yet but in vain— 

And fee the old Lecher—with rheum in his eyes— 

Scarcely able to crawl |—bidding high for the 
prize, 

WhiltRakes, Bawds, and Panders, are hunting 

her down, 

The beautiful Sally's firſt known to the Torn 

The beautiful Sally !—the beautiful Sally's firſt 
known to the Town, hed 


Each gallant Adorer with phrenzy's oppreſt, 


* Leſt the, by ſome other ſhou'd firſt be poſleſs'd ; 


Tho' all, the ſame victim with ardour purſue, 

Yet by rank, and by gold, One obtains the kind 
view, 

Yet by rank, and by gold, One obtains the kind 
view, 

Fond dreams of ambition her virtue afſails, > 

Till her Noble Deceiver by vows ſoon prevails, 

In ſplendor now rolling—in chariot and four, 

The beautiful Sally no higher can ſoar, 

{The beautiful Sally, be.“ FT 3B 

. But 


# 


, But at length the Grand-Rake is cloy'd with his 

Miſs, 

No longer dear Sally's the fountain of bliſs ; 

Whole nights now his Angel muſt paſs all alone 

To mourn the frail-hour! that ſhe ne'er can atone: 

Her glaring attendants her ſplendor no more— 

She now feels ſuch pangs as ſhe ne'er felt before, 

No proviſion ſhe's made, — and her purſe growing 
leſs! 

The beautiful Sally firſt taſtes keen diſtreſs — 

The beautiful Sally! the beautiful Sally! &e, 


Perhaps fickle fortune the ſcene now may ſhift, 
And ere ſhe's quite common may give her a lift 
Her firſt ſad reflections ſhe now ſeeks to drown, 
By flying to pleaſure's extravagant round 
By flying to pleaſure's extravagant round? 
Balls, Plays, Maſquerades, and all places of ſport, 
Wherever the Ton goes ſhe's ſure to reſort ; 
When no longer weak art her loſt charms can re- 
place, | 9 
The beautiful Sally's a hack in King s Place ! 
The beautiful Sally!—the beautiful Sally, & % 


A while here ſhe ſtays till all feeling is dead, | 


Grown callous to ſhame! ſhe'll now drudge for NY, 
her bread ; 


Thro' bitter abuſes—cold!—hungry [and dry-- 


The long-tedious winter the ſtreets ſhe muſt ply Li J, 7.19 
The long · tedious winter the ſtreets ſhe muſt ply⸗ʒ 
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And if ſome kind chance f throws a Crown in her 
The Wu, nnd Juſtice comes in for their 
Or b + AR the Round- houſe, to Bridewell ſhe's 
Wh Linu Sally! may ſtarve to repent |— 

Where beautiful Sally !=-where beautiful Sally, &. 


Now worn with diſeaſe, ſhe draws faſt to her end, 
Quite rotten! ſhe crawls to the Lock her laſt 
friend | 
Where a croud of frail-ſiſters her fame doth re- 
cord bh: 
Till her Birth, Life, and Keepers reſound thro' 
each Ward z— | 
Till. her Birth, Life, and Keepers reſound thro 
| _-each Ward; | 
While drench'd, — rub'd, —and phyſick'd—all 
loathſome ſhe lie | 
Polluted—and feeble !—ſhe now ſcarcely ſighs |— 
Forgotten at Thirty—ſhe welcomes grim-death! 
The beautiful Sally ! thus yields up her breath 
Alas | the dear Sally—the beautiful Sally) !!! 
Well-a-day the loy'd Sally] thus yields up her 
"breath, | - 1.85 43200 
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C2) 
SONG IV, 
Tune, Ob Bonny Laſs will you ye in a Barrack, | 


H me well-a-day! I have loſt my dear jewel, 


ſo cruel; 
With tears J entreated each Savage to free him 
But alas | all in vain—oh— I never ſhall ſee him: 
The Youth too, implor'd them, to*grant us the 
favour— 
Of one tender moment before we ſhou'd ſever! 


But, like tygers they drag'd him—where cannons 
do rattle, 
Ah me well-a-dayl ſhou'd he fall in the battle. 


My love to baſe-fear has been always a ſtranger, 

When honor e'er call'd him, he'd brave ev'ry 
danger, 

But thus to be forc'd from his Polly to ſunder 


Shook his manly ſoul more than war's horrid 48 


thunder: 


A long tedlous twelvemonth Iv e paſt now in an- 


guiſh, 


Till death or my Johnny; arrives I muſt languiſh{ 


Perhaps even now for my aid he, is ſighing!. 
Ah me well-a-day ! ſee him wounded and dying. 


SONG 


He's torn from my arms by the Preſs-Gang 


I 


Tune. 


3 
SONG V. 


I lock'd up all my treaſure, &c. 
M bleſt beyond all meaſure, 


In my dear Charlotte's ſmiles, 
In them I find a treaſure 

Which all my care beguiles. 

I'm bleſt beyond all meaſu'e 

In my dear Charlotte's ſmiles, 

In them I find a treaſure 

W hich all my care beguiles, 

In them I find a treaſure 


Which all my care beguiles. 


Tho! fortunes frowns believe me 
Do oft aſſail my breaſt, 

Her ſoothing voice relieves me 
And lulls my ſoul to reſt, 

In them I find a treaſure, &c, 


Let haughty friends upbraid us— 
And fools of wealth ſtill ſneer, 
Wherever fate ſhall lead us — 
We're to each other dear. 

In them I find a treaſure, &c. 


Let flow your tide of venom, _ 
Ye fiends that round us ſwarm ; 
With eaſe you'll ſee I rem them 
When in my Charlotte's arms. 


/ 


In them I find a treaſure, &c. 
SONG 


iS 
SONG VI, 


HRO' woods and flow'ry meads, 
A Shepherd young and gay, 
Wherever fancy leads— 

So cheerfully did ſtray ; 

O'er mountains brow, or dales, 

His faithful dog attends,— 

Perfum'd with fragrant gales, 

His food, and health were friends. 


By fountain's ſide, or ſtreams, 

He'd tune his oaten ſtraw, 

No guile diſturb'd his dreams 
Sweet artleſs truth his law; 

hen with his fellow ſwains, 

At rural ſports he's been, 

ach nymph throughout the plaing— 
as ſigh'd to be his queen. | 


But now, ah! diſmal change |! 

e courts the filent grove; 

ear moſs-crown'd grots he'll range, 
nd tell his hopeleſs love: 

ſow Strephon, prince of ſong, 

Ince blooming as the ſpring, 

hat grac'd our ruſtic throng — 
neither play, nor fing, 


Tune. The Laſs of Pattie's Mill. 
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Alinda, cruel Maid, 

Rejects his love with ſcorn 

For her, he haunts the ſhade, 

For her he ſighs each morn : 

Remember thoughtleſs fair, 

Your charms muſt wither ſoon ; 

The Roſe with all our care — 

Oft fades, and dies e'er noon. = 


| SONG VII. 
Tune, Whilf happy in my Native Land. 


Wer happy o'er a flowing bowl, | 
We'll boaſt the ſtrength of brandy, 


Nor ever baſely flinch my ſoul, 
Where liquor is ſo handy; 

The human mind is mean and ſmall 
By mighty drink unaided, 

But yet too much will make us fall, 
Full-well I am perſuaded : 


Chorus, Then every Britons ſong ſhou'd be, 
To drink, and ſing, we ſtill are free 
To drink, and ſing, we ſtill are free. 


Tho' ſmall the freedom Tyrants grant, 
And heavy burthens bend us; 

The Independant Yankees want, 
That Charter which befriends us : 


„ 
To ills inur'd, we yet may rail, 
And of their doings tell them, 
And if mild-words will not prevail, 
To Stateſmen— Nick we'll ſend them. 
For every Briton, &e. 


Let Gallic- ſlaves and Vankee- tools, 

Still ſneer at our reſources; 

We fairly prove them arrant fools, 

In all our ſage diſcourſes - 

Since we have made the Day- light bring 

Its Tribute to our Cæſars. 

No more our ears, with Neckar, ring, 

Ye vain, ye vaunting teaſers - 

For every Britons ſong ſhall be, 

The more we're bound, the more we're free, 
The more we're bound, the more we're free. 


SONG VIII. 
Tune. The Vicar of Bray. 


N days of Yore, when men began 
To practice double dealing, 

A cunning few who things cou'd ſcan, 
And ſaw what was prevailing . 

Thought it high time to make the moſt 
Of Fraud, without deteRion, 

And by ſome (ſcheme to rule the roaſt, 

And keep all in ſubjeCtion ; 


Chorus, 


at 


Chorus, Thus Prieſt, and Law began to reign, 
At leaſt it's ſo reported 
But, ever fince I will maintain— : 
By fraud they've been ſupported. 


To theſe two Plagues of human-kind, 
All Tyrants owe their Power; 
By Prieſtcraft they, our reaſon blind, 
And by Law our pockets ſcour : 
The Prieſt a tax on conſcience lays, 
The Lawyer on our Purſes, | 
Theſe, tyrants call their Means, and Ways— 
All Three the ſubjects curſes. | 
And this is truth I will maintain, 
Tho' minds may be divided, 
Where &er ſuch triple ['yrants reign— 
By K navery they're guided. 


BONG IX. 
Tune. Bonny Jean. 
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HE wretch, who eomfortleſs, and poor, 
A cruſt from pamper'd wealth implores, 
And earneſt begs from door to door 25 
A ſlender pittance of their ſtores ; 
Hath not l' m ſure, more cauſe to grieve 
At his hard fate, than wretched I, 
Since, only, One can me relieve— 
And ſhe, too cruel! doth deny. 


— 


Ah 


Cf 0 


Ah! who cou'd think my Lucy's breaft, 
So ſoft, ſo lovely, and compleat, 

With Nature's rareſt beauty's dreſt, 
Conceal'd a heart full of deceit ; 

Her eyes ſo languiſhing and kind, 

Wou'd in a Stoic, raiſe deſire, 

But then alas ! too late we find— 

She triumphs, whilſt her ſlaves expire. 


Tune. Shepherds I have 11ſt my Love. 


WEET EST of the female train, 
Queen of rural dances | 

You, that wounds each ſhepherd-ſwain, 

With ſuch piercing glances ; 

Long I've borne the keeneſt ſmart, 

Longer can't endure it— 

Heal, ah ! heal my bleeding-heart, 

None but you can cure it, 


By dimpl'd-brook, and fountains-clear, 
\lone, I vent my anguiſh, 

Or thro” th' haunted Glen my dear 
For you each day I languiſh ; 

Or oft within the Cavern weep, 
Horrors all ſurrounding !— 

ur name in hollow murmurs deep, 

L hear dread Echo ſounding, 

B 


( 14 ) 


Ah ! tog lovely-cruel Bell, 

Turn theſe eyes upon me, 

They, your flinty heart can tell, 

Their lightning has undone me; 

No more I'll range the flow'ry mead, 

No more myſelf adorning— 

Th' cold-turf ſoon will hide this head! 
Now death ſhall end my mourning. 


SONG KI. 
Tune. Pegeine a Leauy. 


HILST the Lads of proud-Dublin are 
toaſting their Flamers, b 
That ſtrut the Beau-walk, in their lappets and 
ſtreamers, 
I'll ſing of my darling nd never be weary— 
Of ſounding the praiſe of ſweet Peggey O'Leary ; 
I'll fing of my darling and never be weary— | 
Of ſounding the praiſe, &c. 


„ PT, 


Let them boaſt their Cork-Rumps, large | Hoops, | 
and fine laces, 
Their heads of falſe-H air, and their high painted 
faces ; 1 
Such Doxys as theſe are, may look gay, and airy, } 
But ne'er can compare with my Peggey O'Leary. | 

Such Doxys, &c. 
| Real 
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Real nature, more charming, ſets of ev'ry feature, 
No Rumps, but ſound-fleſh, has my blooming . 

young creature, | 
Her hair is nut- brown and the ſkin of my deary— 


Is pure-white, and red, ſuch is Peggey O'Leary 
Her hair is nut-brown, &c, 
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T here's Kattoe, to be ſure, with her fine hat and 
feather, 


And proud little Ether, who ſprung from the 
; lather, | 

HE Muſt ſer up for high-toaſts, along with black-Mary 

But the beſt toaſt in Wicklow—is PeggeyO'Leary, 

rc Muſt ſet up for high-toaſts, ; ce. 7 


enn } 
Tune. Britons ſtrike home. 


HEERLY my hearts of Oak ! well done, 
Another, and another gun, 
nd if fell-vengeance, muſt devour |! 
58. broadſide in her, quickly pour; 4:2 4 
P* nut hark, —for quarter, loud they cry boys 
tel To ſave them ev' ry method try boys. 
nen she's ſinking now 1 plainly fee !— 
und at the bottom ſoon muſt be.— 
hen Britons with ſpeed relieve your drowning foe 
Chorus, Then Britons, &c, 


( 16, ) 


Man all the Boats—with haſte begone! 

Let not the greedy-Waves have One — 

For they have fought like Heroes brave 

Tho' fate to us the Vict'ry gave; 

But ſee our gen'rous Tars a flying 

From Deck, to Deck, to ſave the dying! 

Thus, we ſtill prove ourſelves to be 

Worthy the Empire of the Sea! — a 

For Britons will ſave !—will ſave a drowning foe, | 
For Britons, &c. ] 


8 Tune. One hind Kiſs before we part. 


NE dark-Night, when Winds were till, 
Not a Tree, nor leaf did move, 
Jemmy reach'd the well-known Hill, 
With heavy-heart, to meet his love : 
Wich heavy-heart !—with heavy-heart to meet 
his love. 


Soon he gain'd the rural Cot, 

Where dwelt th' maid, he lov'd moſt dear; f 

Forc'd to leave ſo ſweet a ſpot !— 

That thought now forc'd the ſullen tear: 

1 Kat thought, - now forc'd !--now forc'd the 
ſullen tear, = 


led td PA 


Deareſt 


GW 1 


Deareſt Pat, I now am come, 
Juſt to bid thee—Love—farewell : 
One ſad-hour, from fife and drum, 
With thee ſweeteſt, will I dwell : 
With thee ſweeteſt—with thee ſweeteſt ! will I 
dwell, | 4 


Shou'd I in the Battle fall— 

When my Soul, ſhall fly to thee 

This laſt tender ſcene recall 

Happy then in peace I'll be: 

Happy then ;—happy then—in peace I' 11 be, 
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SONG XIV. 


On the return of Peace and the Arts 
To any Tune the Reader can ling it. 

HITE-rob'd Peace in radiant ſmiles . 

Comes to bleſs; Britannia's Iſles— 
Comes to bleſs | Britannia's Iſles ; 
Th' Monſter War ! no more ſhall Rule 
But, ſunk beneath th' Stygian Pool, 
With the Furies long ſhall dwell! 
Fit Inhabitants of Hell— | | 
Fit Inhabitants of Hell. * 


See, with Peace the Arts advance! 


ne WF Kindred Graces join the Dance — 
Kindred Graces join the Dance; 


B 3 
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God Apollo—ſtrings the Lyre !— 
Whilſt the Nine—Celeſtial Choir. 
In a ſweet Enthuſiaſt ftrain ! 
Hail! the Artiſts peaceful Reign 
Hail the Artiſts peaceful Reign. 


Meek ey'd-Nature with ſurpriſe, 

Sees the Arts above her riſe ! 

Sees the Arts above her riſe ; 

Till the loud, loud Trump of Fame 
Thus, her darling Sons proclaim— 

% By Reynolds“ Touch the Canvas Lives! 
And Smith's a Souf to Paper gives 

«< And Smith's a Soul to Paper gives. 


Nature now in cheerful tone, 

Cry'd—“ My Sons your Pow'r I own ! 
Cry'd—*©* My Sons your Pow'r I own ; 

« 'Thele two, ! are Samples of the reſt, 

4 Whoſe various Merits ſtand confeſt ;— 
% No more can boaſted Rome excel! 
„In Britain ſhall my Graces dwell, 

In Britain ſhall my Graces dwell,” 


Lt no Fiend's malignant tongue, 
Say, Hibernia's here unſung— 
2 e s here unſung ; 


Her 


( 9 ) 
Her Genius—ay ! and Scotia's Name! 
Are both conjoin'd in Britain's fame : 
And Nature ſpeaks in accents mild, — 


„% Th'—Three, are My One favorite Child! 
„ Th'—Three, are My One favorite Child. 


SONG XV. 
Tune. Etrick Banks. 


OW diſmal is the poor-Man's lot 
Whom, Friends forſake in time of need, 

When all deſert his humble Cot— | 
And he is left—on grief to feed: 
W hen old Companions ftrive to ſhun, 
And ſneering-Boors too, vent their ſpight : 
All dread him as they dread a Dun— 
He's lett to pine away the night. 


In ſorrow now he hides his head, 

Each power invokes—alas ! in vain— 

His Soul abhors the bitter bread ! 

Which begging-tears can ſcarce obtain; 

Exiſtence now is worſe than Hell! 

Be dumb ye holy—Savage—brood— 

He quits this Life—and quits it well ; 
He leaves the Evil, for the Good. 


Cam 3 


SONG XVL 
Tune. All in the Dawns the Fleet was moor'd, 


7 WAS in the pleaſant time of Year, 

The Ship from India juſt return'd ; 
When Lucy flew to meet her Dear, 
Whoſe tedious abſence ſhe had mourn'd : 
With eager tranſports as they glide along— 
Row hard my Boatmen ! row hard my Boatmen, 
Was her only Song. 


As near the fatal Ship they—came, 

A ſudden chilneſs ſeiz'd her veins — 

A deadly tremour ſhook her frame, 

And the big tears roll'd down in ſtreams ! 

Hope, fear, and joy, alternate fill her breaſt, 

When th' Deck ſhe mounted, the Deck ſhe 
mounted, and thus the Mate addreſt, 


I beg to know kind Sir, ſhe ſaid, 

If my Young-Charles is on Board— 

The Mate in ſorrow hung his head! 

And cry'd—In bliſs I hope — he's - moor'd.— 

Now from her n the Crimſon 
hue,— 

Quick as Lightning, quick as Lightning—from 

Its Roſes flew,— 


Speechle ſs 
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Speechleſs, —ſtiff, and cold ſhe falls 
Along the Deck,!—all means they try 
Her fleeting Soul for to recall, | 
But ah !—it fled in a deep ſigh l: 
The lifeleſs-Fair, they now convey on ſhore, 
All methods trying, all means there—trying—but 
ſhe ſpoke—no more 


SONG XVII: 


Tune, Now to the Alchouſe, Ec. as Sung by 
. Mr, Robuck, 


OME ye Gloomy Sons of Woe— 

Haſte with Me, I'll eaſe your grieving ? 
Such a pleaſant Cure I know— 
Its ſweet Effects are paſt believing !— 
In the Tavern I will give 
What, will eaſe You, Comfort, pleaſe You— 
Drink ! and Ye ſhall live: 

Chorus. Then all to the cheerful bowl repair 

Filling Glaſſes, toaſting Laſſes 
Drowns all Grief and Care. 


What avails the Miſer's Wealth 

Can it make us ſound, or cheerful? 

Can it purchaſe roſy-health 

Or make us of Grim-Death leſs fearful ? 
| | No! 


3 iy þ 


No!—'Tis Wine alone can bring 

Health, Mirth, and Pleaſure, this is Treaſure ; 
Johnny—we may ing : p 

Then to the chcerful Bowl repair, &c. 


Hence begone all worldly Care— 

Of your Plodding, think to-morrow, 
Drink my Boys—and never ſpare | 
What have we to do with Sorrow? 
Mirth with all her jocund Train, 
Shall inſpire us, charm, and fire us, 
Whilſt we here remain: 


Now to the cheerful Bowl repair, &c. 


$ONG Xvi. 
Tune. The Foes of Old England. 


INCE again my brave Shipmates we've van» n 
quiſh'd the Foe, 
We'll ſhew them our Mercy, ſoon follows the 
blow ; 
For true Britiſh Valour, muſt ever deſpiſe— 
To triumph o'er Captives, or Conquer by Lies, 
To triumph o'er Captives, or Conquer by Lies : 
But, for each Noble Fellow, that fought like a 
Tar, | N 
Tho' French, Dutch, or Spaniard, throughout. 
the whole War; 
Well 
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We'll freely aſſiſt Him, and own him a Soul— 
And if he's dry, give him the {ſt of our Bowl, 
That, its Noble, and Worthy, a Briton to be 
A Friend to the Conquer'd, all Nations agree, 
That, its Noble, and Worthy, a Briton to be 
A Friend to the conquer'd, all Nations agree, 


Then, cheer up Brave F ellows | tho' Fortune has 
frown'd, 


By Fame, ſhall your Courage, your Honour be 


crown'd , 

Tho! Britons Victorious, the Page muſt Record— 

That Frenchmen, fought Nobly, will be the next 
Word, 


That Frenchmen fought ev will be the next 

Word 

Then Fill-round, my Meſs- mates, and let Us all 
drink, 

May we ne'er have Occaſion, to Take, Burn, or 
dink : 

Now quickly, my Heartys, your Pris'ners Releaſe, 

And when we next meer, may we all meet in Peace; 

That, its Noble, and Worthy, a Br ton, to be— 

A Friend to the Vanquiſh'd all Nations agree 

That, its Noble, and Worthy, a Briton to be 

A Friend to the Vanquith'd !—the World muſt 
agree. 


SONG 


( 24 ) 
SONG XIX. 
Tune. Corn Riggs ave Bonny, 


And wild as any Filley— 
Of her hard fate complaining lay, 
Forſaken now by Willy ; 

Shall I ſhe ſaid, that's but Sixteen 
Be doom'd to hug my Pillow, 

T wiſh He at the deuce had been 
Since I muſt wear the Willow, 


To be thus baulk'd, alas ! ſhe cry'd, 
What mortal can endure it— 

I ten times ſooner wou'd have dy'd, 
Than live in hopes to cure it: 

Ah ! me, how hard -when near my pliſt 
To loſe the charming Fellow 
Without a ſingle parting kiſs! 

I now muſt wear the Willow. 


Juſt then a Youth in ſhape compleat, 
With Pipe ſo ſoft and mellow 
Beneath her Window ſung ſo ſweet ! 
She ſoon forgot the Willow : 

His ſtrains ſo moving reach'd her heart, 
Of Muſic ſhe'd her fill 9 

Vet ſighing wiſh'd he'd ne'er depart— 
She lik d his Touch ſo Well—O, 


SONG 


NE Night Miſs Betſey, plump and gay, 


a= 


1 
SONG XX, 


Tune, New March. A 


TUPID Fortune, why ſo kind 
To Brutes, that know not how to uſe ther; 
Well thou art depicted blind 
Favouring thoſe, who moſt abuſe thee ; 
Hear the ſenſeleſs lazy beaſt, 
Boaſting of thy daily favours ; 
While Men of Taſte, oft ſhare the leaſt, 
For all their merit, ſenſe, and labours, 


See thy fav'rite pamper'd Swine, 

Now they gormondiſe and guzzle; 

ow ſuch filth approach'd thy Shrine, It * 
Wou'd our wiſeſt Doctors puzzle 

But, that we know, thou'rt blindly led 

By blinder Chance, and oft muſt ſtumble 

On ſome Aſs- head, thus its well ſaid 

Wiſe Men at thy frowns ne'er grumble- 


ools of Fortune, Pride, and Wealth 
ence begone! and herd together; 

e have Wine—and We have Health, 
And boldly We can face all Weather: 
hen briſkly puſh about the Glaſs — 
or theſe bleſſings let's be thankful, 

\nd let each Aſs, ſtill Gold amaſs— , 
The Wretch is Poor, tho' he's a Bankful: 


C SONG 


— 
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They brought home Thorns from folly's Coaſt. 


And Syrens dire that croud the Shore; 


On ſome fair She of Plymouth Brood. 


The beſt may vary a Point I know ; ' 


Our Pilot ſtill we have on board 


ts 


2 
SONG XXI. 


Tune. Jack Ratlin, &c. 
IFF's varied Scene by Fancy ſhifted, 
I have experienced in my Round 
And oftentimes by Paſſion drifted, 
Quite loſt my Courſe, and run aground; 
Then have I counted all the pleaſures 


Of which the proudeſt mortals boaſt, 
And found at length, with all their treaſures 


Now welcome Winds and foaming Billows, 
Your hollow murmurs I adore ! 
Safe from the. Spight of Tyrant-fellows, 


More happy on your boſom floating— 
Generous, Briny, ſwelling Flood 
Than be amidſt falſe-Friends, and doating, 


To ſteer thro' Life by Reaſon's Compaſs, 
Shou'd adverſe Winds inceſſant blow, — 
Shall be my Courſe, tho' at a nonplug—» 


Steady again thro* Wind and Weather, Di 


Thus right we gd, all Hands together 
Life's Voyage is o'er when we lie Moor'd. 


SONO 
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SONG XXII. Counterfeit Looks, 
Tune, Farwickſhire Lads. 


E Gods !—what a terrible pother, 
| *Mongſt men, to deceive one another; 
By the high, and the low, plain-dealing's forſook, 
By the high, and the low, plain-dealings forfook, 
\nd candor's exchang'd for a counterfeit look : 
ounterfeit look, plain-dealings forſook— 
And candour's exchang'd for a counterfeit look, 


he Patriot ſo ſtedfaſt and zealous, 

ho, of our dear-rights, ſeems ſo jealous, 

ill frown, and talk big |—when the bargain is 
ſtruck 

ill frown, and talk big when the bargain is 
ftruck— 

\nd lip into Place with a counterfeit look, 

ounterfeit look, &c, 


he Stateſman, whoſe love for the Nation, 
Prevents him from quitting his Station!, 


r burthens will eaſe—but his — O mil. 
took, 


Dur burthens will eaſe but bis meaning $ wif * 


took 
Till his Budget he ope's with a counterfeit look. 
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The Lawyer who lives by undoing, 


Will ſpirit us on to our ruin; 
With flattering hopes, he bates his keen hook, 
With flattering hopes, he baits his keen hook — 
Till he pockets his fee, with a counterfeit look. 


The Parſon who laſhes at vice Sir, 

'Can alter his tone, in a trice Sir, 

And cheat, lie, and ſwear, when in a fly nook, 
And cheat, lie, and ſwear, when in a ly nook, 


Then bleſs all his Sheep, with a counterfeit look. 


The meek-looking Methodift Preacher, 

Sets up for a primitive Teacher, 

 Anddamns all the names, that are not in his book, 

And damns all the names, that are not in his book— 

Thus he ſells his own Grace, with a counterfeit 
look, | 

SanQify'd look, all the names in his boox - 

Are likely to pay both his Taylor and Cook. 


The Doctor with bolus, and bleeding, 

Finds out the ſure way to be feeding, - 

»Till the purſe of his Patient is empty'd and ſhook 

Till the purſe of his patient is empty'd and ſhook— 

Then he'll ſoon take his leave with a counterfeit 
look, | 


Thus 


( 99.) 
us the Lawyer, the Parſon, and Drayman, 
he Patriot, Doctor, and Layman, 
he Courtier, the Clown, the Quack, and the 
Buck, 
The Courtier, the Clown, the Quack and the 


Buck, 
All, by turns will deceive with a counterfeit look, 


SONG XXIII. 


2 
Tune. Ttoeed Side. 


0 O longer can Durſley now charm, 
It's pleaſures are diſmal to ſee, 

e's gone—oh ! protect him from harm, 

That made all ſeem pleaſant to me; 

The Meadows that yielced ſuch joy, 

or the Groves, that were ſacred to loye 

ot one heavy hour can employ— 

zince no more with my Sammy I rove. 


T'o London, alas ! he is gone, 

here beauty and taſhion combine, 

ome fair- me his heart may have won, 
nd he hath forgot he has mine; 

neſe fears are the cauſe of my pain, 

et why ſhould 1 doubi the dear Youth— 
o Durſley he'll eme back again, 

will not uelpair of his truth. 
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In vain my friends offer relief, 

And vain are their hopes of my cure, 
They, know not the cauſe of my grief, 
Nor dream of the Ills I endure; 

Ah! pity the anguiſh I feel !— 

Lov'd Goddeſs thy aid I implore, 
(Whilſt proſtrate before thee I kneel) 
And ſend him to Durſley once more, 


sO NO XXIV. 
Tune. The Vicar and Maſes. 


RINK about, and be wiſe 
Ye dul-ſots, nor deſpiſe N 
The production of Modern Days; 
We'll foil ye in Wonders ! 
As well as their Numbers— 
Tho? Homer and Plutarch ye raiſe : 
Fal de ral, de ral—larrol, lal le. 


— 


Indeed you may tell us 

Of cunning Ulyſſes,.— 

Sage-Neſtor, or honey'd-mouth Tully, 
Or of Cato the grave, 

And Achilles the brave !— 

Along with the Macedon-Bully. 


BG 


You may add to all theſe, 
Twenty more if you pleaſe; 


„ 


Such muſty- old Names we defy, 
For Senate diſputing, — 

War, Law, and Cornuting— 
No Mortals with Britons can vie 


But to be more minute, 

And to end all diſpute - 

Of our Modern Orators merit; 

Not like Roman cut-throats, 

We ne'er ſtab for moſt VoTEs— 

But, buy them, —like men of true Spirit l. 


Thus our Senate is fill'd, | | 
Without blood being ſpill'd, . 
Tho' ſome may receive a few bruiſes jz— 
Hence, no bitter tefte&tions 

From Moprtrn-ELECTIONS, 

Except, the poor-Creature's that loſes. 


There's our cunning black man! A | 
Find his match if you can— 31 ö 
In the Senate of Rome or of Greece . | 

And our fam'd India Heroes, 

Surpaſs all your Neros— 

They, Nabobs, of Millions ! can fleece. 


Now for Patriots of Old. . 
They'd. 


Such as Brutus, the bold; 


: I's wak as ony us three men. 
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They'd have juſt as much ſhare, as the reſt 
Nor ftaunch-EpmunD, we'll call !— 

Whilſt our Prr, can hold all !— 

Whoſe the Prize, is, muſt now be confeſt— 
Fal De ral, &c. 


SONG XXV. 


A Lancaſhire Farmer's deſcription of an Earthquake a 
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Tune. The Hare's Lamentation. 


H! Maeſter—ſtrange things late I've ſeen— 


And oft has boggart-haunted been | 
Pm ſure I's falt when Rtory's-tauld, 
Till blude run aw' through veins ſo cauld | 
But now l's heard ſick ſtories new, 
Gars me think all the alm-nick's true! 
Right glad I heard our King eſcap'd, — 
My heart fu cobby, gang'd and leap'd : 
m—— Preſerve us | — aw, 


Now had yae ſeen yon bluidy knife ! 
Yae'd ſweer it fraund ! upon my life 
It coſt um twa-pence, juſt to ſee !— 
But now the earthquake I' tell thee :— - 
Maeſter yae, may think I'm filly, + | 
Or wotleſs-like my wee lad Willy - 
But I's nae boggart-haunted then ! 


—Preſerve | us aw'.— 
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My Bede coom'd, gang'd, and wharl'd round !— 
I thoot Howſe—aw* wou'd gang to ground; 

I got out of Bede I cau'd—W ife ! 

And fattled a wee bit for my life— 

Then I thute if't was laſt day, 

And I muſt de,—why run r ? 

I might as weel de in the bede !— 

As field, ſo clak'd ay wotleſs head z 

— Preſerve! us aw'. 


Then I unfattl'd and got in— 

Lay ſquat, and claſe to Wife's aen ſkin 3 
But ſeck un terr'ble—ſhooking noiſe | 

*T was louder than the Thounder's voice, 
Aboone it thounder'd, —and below | 

Zif aw' the Buels of Earth wad gow 


Here, and there and round abute _ TY : DI 
At laſt I thute—They tumbled ute: Taper, 
Preſerve us | aw, 3 


* The ſubſtance of this deſcription of the Earthquake, '' 
which happened at Ulverſton, in Lancaſhire, (the ärſt 
Shock of which was felt on Friday, Auguſt 11, 1786—and 
and the two other Shocks on the two ſucceeding days.) 

I had from my worthy Friend Mr. J— P. the Landſcape- 
Painter, who wrote it down, nearly verbatim, in the Far- 
mer's DialeC ſoon after they parted, One thing however, 

I cannot here omit, which is, that Mr. D— was on the 
Spot — (taking Views from the Miſtreſs he always copys) 

at the time the Earthquake happened, and what is very 

{ur cprifing, n never felt the leaſt, of any of the three Shocks, | 
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SONG XXVI. 


* 


Tune, How ſweet the Love, that meets return, 


N Durſley, fam'd for beautys bright, 
The lovely Poll, firſt bleſt my ſight 
The lovely Poll, firſt bleſt my ſight ; 
Her modeſt looks and graceful mien, 
Exceeded all, I e'er had ſeen ! 
Which fixed my heart, no more to rove 
Now Pol's the mald, alone 1 love. 


In words fincere I told my pain, 

And try'd each art, her love to gain 
And try'd each art, her love to gain ; 

She heard my tale, nor ſought to hide 
What ſhe approv'd, for truth's her guide: 
From ſuch perfection who cou'd rove- - 
Eweet Pol's the maid alone Ilove, 


Such ſqueamiſh airs, as prudes affect, 
Cou'd ne'er her words, her looks direct 
Cou'd ne'er her words, her looks direct; 
The vain coquet, ſhe did deſpiſe, - 

I found her not more fair, than wiſe: 
Now fix'd as fate, no more I'll rove 
Since Poll's the maid, alone I love. 


My 


— a <4 a. 
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My Po!ly's love, ſhall be my theme, 
Ober pleaſant Glens PII ſing her name; 
Re- echo'd by each liſt'ning hill; 
Guard her ye powers, from ev'ry ill; 
And I, with Mary, long ſhall rove=- 
Nor death ſhall part me from my love, 


SONG XXVII. The Invitation, þ - 
Tune. IF hat Virgin or Shepherd in Falley or Grove, 


HE feaſon's inviting,-all nature looks gay 
How ſweet are the hedges perfum'd | 

And muſic delightful | is heard from each ſpray, 

The ſongſters, to love are attun'd ; 

Then let us my fair, the (wift moments improves 

For why ſhou'd we longer delay— 

The ſoft ſmiling morn too, invites us to rove, 

Where nature does homage to May— 

The (oft ſmiling morn too, invites us to rove, 

Where nature does homage to May, 


No fancy can paint ſuch a beautiful ſcene, 

Enchanting's the proſpect it yields !— 

The Nymphs wait my Nancy, to hail you their 
queen, 


In chaplets new-wove from the fields; 


Come 
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Come then let us trip o'er the meadows with ſpeed, 
And join in the ſports of the day— _ 

Each ſhepherd'is tuning his ſweet oaten reed 

To welcome the roſy-ey'd May— 

Each ſhepherd is tuning his ſweet oaten reed 

To welcome the roſy ey'd May. 


The Herald of morn, his ſhrill ſummons proclaims, 

And the fields are beſpangled with dew, | 

Bright-Sol thro? the valleys now darteth his beams 

The flow'rets are lovely to view ; - 

Whilſt zephyrs are ſcented with odours ſo ſweet, 

And lambs ſkip in innocent play — 

Come, come my dear Nancy the ſcene to compleat, 
And grace with your preſence, the May 4 

Come, come my dear Nancy the ſcene to compleat V 

And grace with your preſence the May. 


SONG XXVIIL. 
Tune. Reſline Caſtle. 


OW ſummer's come, the verdant fields 
And copſe and hedge their fragrance yields, 
Whilſt feather'd-ſongſters fill the grove, 
With ſtrains of harmony. and, love; 
I'll fly to meet my charming maid, 
Where woodbines form a pleaſant ſhade, 
There whiſper all my ſoul defires, 
And plight ſuch vows as love requires. 


Thus 
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Thus, as the pleaſant moment glides, 


All ſeated by my charmer's ſide, 

M fondly ſteal a balmy kiſs, 

nd preſs the trembling fair to bliſs; - 

'hen whilſt her crimſon cheeks doth glow, 
And ſporting zephyrs ſweetly blow, 

'he tender flame ſhe may confeſs, 

And with her hand my wiſhes bleſs. 


SONG XXIX. 


FT une. Murtagh Delany and Jenny O' Danelhy. 


— Judy a heager I long to be marry'd, 

Now what is the reaſon you will be ſo coy 

Why you hard-hearted Jewel a twelv' month I're 
tarry'd 

But now [ will hug you and call you my joy ! 

Then tell me at once a vurneein,- 

Is Mikkil the boy to your mind ? 

Yourſelf knows how loving I've been— 

Yet ſtill you refuſe to hs kind, 


Oh] Mikkil—be eaſy—T. hate to be bodder'd 
The plague's in your hugging—it makes me ſa 
warm, 


der'd— 
Now let go—or—1'll ſhriek—for you mean me 


| ſome harm, 


Poor-flob—he forgets that the Cows muſt be fod- 
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Bure the dickence is in you a Rogue 
Why—Mother—I think he is crack'd, 
Or I ſwear with the heel of my brogue— 
His impudent face I'd have whack'd, 


Dear Judy a grah why now be in a paſſion, 
For ſooner than vex you I'd die on the ſpot ; 
But in Dublin they told me this way was in faſhion 
So 1 thought I wou'd ſhew you before I forgot: 
Now let us away to the Prieſt, 
For why ſhou'd we longer delay, 
Then I'll hug you my Judy at leaft— 
As long as you love and obey. 


Poor Judy now bluſh'd but agreed to be wedded, 
Muſha how by my troth could ſhe do any leſs, 
May-day they were ty'd, and at night they were 
bedded, | 
And as for the reſt I can't help if you gueſs, 
Ihe Prieſt I'm ſure bid them enereaſe, 
For tnat was a lawful command; 
Then bleſs'd them and wiſh'd them much 
grace - 


To ſtock and repleniſh the Land, 


SONG 
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SONG XXX, 


Tune. Alloa Houſe. 


NE ſweet ſummer's morning when nature 
look'd gay, 
A Shepherd ſat piping an amorous lay; 
His flocks ſkip and wanton o'er hills as they bound, 
Whilſt mountains, and valleys re-echo'd the ſound: 
Enraptur'd the birds on the ſpray, ſtretch their 
throats, 
All anxious they ſeem'd to catch the ſoft notes, 
Impatient they open and join the lov'd ſtrain 
' [ill extaſy ſeizing quite raviſh'd the Swain. 


A Nymph who till then was a ſtranger to love, 
Now heard the ſweet lay in a neighbouring grove, 
So melting the tones were ſhe cou'd not depart, | 
'Till Cupid, fly urchin, had pierced her heart: 
With ſteps flow and careleſs ſhe ſaunter'd along, 
Expecting to hear from the Shepherd a ſong, 

By chance ſhe eſpy'd him juſt by a clear brook, 

A ſleep as ſhe thought, with his pipe and his crook, 


With pleaſure ſhe ſaw that the youth was com- 
pleat, 

His features ſo manly, his perſon ſo neat; 

The nearer ſhe view'd him the fonder ſhe grew, 


How handſome ſhe cry'd ! were his heart but as 
true ; 
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At this the fly-Shepherd ſprung into her arms, 

And vow'd whilſt. he liv'd he'd protect her from 
harms ; 

In lovely confuſion ſhe bluſhing reply'd— 

P11 believe all you ſay when you make me your 
bride, 


SONG XXXI. 
Tune. Poor Tom, or the Trim-built Wherry, 


OPE begone thou fond intruder, 
116 Source of ev'ry tranſient joy; 
Never more thou ſly deluder, 
Shalt thou my poor thoughts employ - 
Shalt thou my poor thoughts employ. 


Gloomy woods, and lonely mountains; 
I'll beneath your ſhadows ſtray ; 

Or reclin'd near chryſtal fountaing, 
Hear the Stockdoves plaintive lay 
Hear the Stockdoves plaintive lay, 


Where the water's gently falling, 
Near the banks with poplars crown'd 
III liſten to ſoft Echo calling, 

With her ſilly ſoothing ſound — 
With her ſoothing ſtilly ſound. 


Thus 


11 


Thus, like Philomela drooping, 

As I mourn the Youth I love; 

His dear ſhade in pity ſtooping, 
Shall bear me to the realms above 
Shall bear me to the realms above. 


SONG XXXII. 
To any Tune, the A _—_—— ling it. 


3 Wine can raiſe the drooping heart, 
And cheer the gloomy ſoul— 

We'll have a bottle e'er we part, 

here's none ſhall us controul : 

ith bumpers all our ſorrow, 

Ve'll turn to mirth and joy, 

Hang thinking of to-morrow— 

Let's live to day my boy. 


ſel] drink about until old · Night, 
His ſable curtain draws— 
Let plodding grey-beards vent their ſpight, 
On them who own their laws: 
All laws but thoſe of pleaſure, 
e now my boys deſpiſe— 
Vhilſt we have wine and leiſure, 


We'll drink and grow more wiſe, 


(08-1 
SONG XXXIII. 


Tune. Arklow Green. 


EAR the Shannon's fide, in youthful pride, 
There dwells a lovely creature: 

No Goddeſs fair, could boaſt ſuch ſhare 
Of beauty in cach feature : 

Her ſparkling-eyes ſo bright, fill'd with delight, 
At once doth wound and charm me, 

Her dimpled chin, and milk-white ſkin— 
With ſweeteſt raptures warm me, 


'Thro” the filent grove, no more Þ11 vows 

To vent my bitter anguifh; 
At her feet I will, tho' a frown muſt kill 

*Tis better die than languiſh: 

Ah ! pity your poor- ſlave, the wound you gave, 
Sweet Nelly faireſt creature ; 

The fates do approve, when mortals love 
Ihen hear the voice of Nature. 


But if.to.my pain, ſhe adds diſdain, 
Adieu fond hopes for ever 

I'll know my doom, nor again preſume; 
The world and I ſhall ſever: 

Her form ſo divine | her look benign 
Still cheers poor donating Brannon— 

"Tis mag to fly, but far worſe to dle, 


And lgave the pride of Shannon, 
an N o N 


(as 
SONG XXXIV. 


Tune. Oli con du oh; or, ſleep on, fleep en, wy 
Kathleen dear. : 


RIGHT -Oonau my darling, ſhe was the 
faireſt— 
No Girl with herſelf cou'd compare, 
Aud Paudein alas you loy'd her the deareſt— 
Tho' Paudein himſelf doth declare: 
In that ſweet Glen where beauty reigns, 
And peace, and plenty glads the plains, 
J left my heart which till remaing— 
With my Oonau—darling—oh ! 


In Wicklow's dear-County, the garden of Nature] 
Each ſcene's ſo enchanting we meet, 

I firſt ſaw my Oonau—the lovelieſt creature— 
Her voice as the Nightingale's ſweet ; 

I gaz'd with wonder when ſhe ſung, 

My heart went thump ! I loſt my tongue, 

Whilſt hills, and dales in chorus rung—. 

With my Oonau—darling—oh !' 


The charmer look'd round, her ſong being ended, 


And quickly poor Paudein ſhe ſpy'd, 

Her ſmiles told my heart, it had not offended,” 
Or Paudein that moment had died ; 

O'erjoy'd I made an aukward bow, 

And talk'd of love can't tell how, 

But ſhe ſeem'd pleas'd to hear me vow 


To be true to my darling—oh ! 


— 


— —— 


( 44 ) 

But fince I'm forſaken adieu to all pleaſure— 

What comforts hath life now for me? 
Without her, the Indies, and all its vile-treaſure, 

A burthen to Paudein wou'd be: | 

But tho' my fair has prov'd unkind, 
May choiceſt bleſſings fill her mind, 
Whilſt Paude* from death, ſome eaſe may find 
For the loſs of his N 


SONG XXXV. 
Tune. The Duſty Nigbt. 
HE ſocial hour let's now enjoy. 
Since ther's a time for mirth ; 
A temp'rate glaſs can never cloy, 
A temp'rate glaſs can never cloy— 
But till to wit give birth, 
But ſtill to wit give birth: . 
Chorus. Then toaſt each honeſt ſou], 
Fhen toaſt each honeſt ſoul ! 
On whom a friend—may ſtill depend, 
When o'er a ſocial bowl. 


No churliſh-boor ſhould ever ſhare, 
Of neQar that's divine; 

Let hogs partake of equal fare. 
Let hogs partake of equal fare— 
And boors ſtill herd with ſwine, 
And boers ſtill herd with ſwine ; 
But toaſt each honeſt ſoul. 

We'll toaſt each honeſt ſoul, &c. 


_-”- ws _ 


„ 
Let purſe - proud drones their muck ſtill boaſt, 


And at their betters ſneer ; 


They are but nature's ſcum, at moſt, 
They are but nature's ſcum—at moſt— 


And can't enjoy our cheer, 
And can't enjoy our cheer, 
We'll toaſt each honeſt ſoul, &c, 


All party jaring we deſpiſe, 
We meet but to agree; 
He muſt be merry, honeſt, wiſe, 
He muſt be merry, honeſt, wiſe, 
That can admitted be 
That can admitted be: 
Now, toaſt each honeſt ſoul, 
Now, toaſt each honeſt ſoul, 
On whom a friend, may ſtill depend, 
When o'er a ſocial bowl. | 


$ O NG XXXVI, 
Tune, Over the Hills and fur away, 


ISS Polly now is but ſixteen, 
Yet thinks too long a maid ſhe's been, 


And vows ſhe will, whate'er betide— 
This very Year become a bride ; 

For this ſhe dreſſes out ſo gay, 

And ſighs the tedious-night away 

And when at Church, ſhe'll earneſt pray 
Far nothing—but her Wedding-Day. 


Miſs 


(46) 


* 
| 25 
Miſs Kitty too is much the ſame, 
Nor thinks herſelf a bit to blame; 
Her Lad ſhe's ow d tb long, a ſpite— 
And vows ſhe'll pay him Wedding- night. 
On this ſweet ſcore; he freely may 


His hand about her middle lay ; : 
For all ſhe'll ſurely make him pay | 
With int'reſt, on her Wedding- day. : 
Miſs Fanny, ſhe with looks demure— : 
The thoughts of Wedlock can't endure g F 
The naſty men—fhe does—deſpiſe— . 8 
And wiſhes all her ſex as wife; - 
How hard it is,—but folks will ſay, 
Miſs Fann amongſt the cocks of hay, = 
Too freely let young Roger play V 

 F'erto expect a Wedding-day. . 

«4 + I\ 
Miſs Peggy's other notions quite, T 
And will inſiſt that they are right; 4 
She wonders | any woman can. — - 
Be ſatisfy'd with—juſt one man: 
For this ſhe never once ſays nay, 

But ſports with all comes in her way, * 
Vet hates that horrid word - obey U 
$0 bad, ſhe'll have no Wedding-day. hy 

Ne 


SONG I” 


. 


SON G XXXVIL 
Tune The Pearl of all Wicklow 


* the praiſe of my Juggey I now will ſing, 

For Juggey's the glory and pride of the Spring, 
Her breath is more ſweet than a young milch cow, 
And ten thouſand Cupids keep guard on her brow : 
Her eyes are more dazling, to view than the Sun, 
But mix'd with a ſoftneſs no mortal can ſhun. 

Her hair is jet black, and her ſkin white as ſnow, 
She's Nature's perfection from'th top to the toe, 


When I firſt ſaw my Juggey, together we churn'd, 

What pleaſures I felt! whilſt my breaſt ſweetly 
burn'd, 

I'd have quit all the dainties throughout the land, 

For a bowl of freſh butter made with her ſweet 
hand: 

At ev'ning when o'er the green meadows ſhe ſung, 

The words were like honey that flow'd from her 
tongue, 

And oh ! when I've kiſs'd from her lips the fweet 
dew, 


Her cheeks far exceeded the roſes fam'd hue, 


Now bleſt with my Juggey, each morning I riſe 
With the Lark, to my labour, as upwards he flies; 


And 


Eu 


And when from the field, I return with ſuch dre, 

A kiſs from my Juggey's ſo pleaſant to me: 

Thus in bliſs paſt expreſſing, our time ſteals away, 

Sweet peace and contentment enlivens each day, 

And each night, whilſt the wealthy, do boaſt 
their rich farms, 

Tue all worth poſſeſſing, in Juggey's dear arms, 


SONG XXXVIII. ö 


Tune. Pos tu fan, or, my Love will be here by the 
Break of the Day. 


OW in a Vale where Nature dwells, | 
Mongſt arbours green, and ivy cells 

I met my true love by the moonlight clear, 7 
And ſweetly he prels'd me and call'd me his dear. ] 


My fooliſh heart with tranſport beat, 


My trembling lips his kiſſes met; A 
I trove—but ah me! in that luckleſs hour— 4 
I yielded my ſelf to love's ſoy'geign po. -. A 

OO " : I»: "8 | 
B 


The tender conflift ſoon was o'er, . © 
I beg' d he'd never ſee me more; 'Þ | 
Rut in ſuch accents ! he ſooth'd my fond heart, 8 a; 
When « morning drew near it _ me to * As 


A 


| reis. 
N eee 2 UW 


r 


Awake dear youth (I cry'd) from ſleep, 
The Sun o'er yonder hills doth peep— 
The Lark is ſaluting the dawn of day, 
Adieu my dear ſhepherd I muſt away, 


SONG XXXIX, 
Tune. Aileen Araon, 


H ! haſte to theſe arms ſweet Sheela my dear, 
Ah ! haſte to theſe arms | ſweet Sheela my 
dear : 


Poor- 1 no eaſe can find - 
Your image {till haunts my mind; 


When Sheela is abſent, each day ſeems a year, 
When Sheela is abſent each day ſeems a year. 


III travel to Dublin in ſearch of my love, 
Pl! travel to Dublin in ſearch of my love; 
There, fly to the Play each night, 
To meet my own heart's delight: - '- 
And then to Kilkenny return with my dove, 
And then to Kilkenny return with my dove. 


But what if poor-M urtagh ſhould reckon too ſure, | 


But what if poor Murtagh ſhould reckon too ſurez 
My Sheela may now be vain, © 
And treat me with ſuch diſdain— 

As I filly Murtagh could never endure, 

As I filly Murtagb could never endure,” 


E 
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My Sheela's too lovely I own for a clown, 

My Sheela's too lovely I own for a clown; 
Grand-Bucks at her feet will ſigh, 
And ſhe may at laſt comply— 

Ah! then my poor Sheela muſt go'on the Town, 

Alas ! my poor Sheela is leſt on the Town, 


SONG XL 
To any Tune, the Reader—can ſing it, 


ILL your glafſes my ſouls, 
We'll repleniſh our bowls, 
Let none here, of troubles be thinking 
Thoſe dotards ſo wiſe, 
That good- liquor deſpiſe 
Never found out the pleaſures of drinking. 
Chorus. Never found out the pleaſures, net 
found out the pleaſures, 
Thoſe dotards ſo wiſe, 
That good-liquor deſpiſe— 
Never found out the pleafures of drinking, 


Whilſt we drink. laugh, and ſing, 
All the Winter ſeems Spring, 

Now all cares, and dull buſineſs are over; 
We'll carouſe the whole year, 
Whilſt the Miſer's ſmall. beer — 

Lays him low with the leaves in October: 


Cl 


1 
Chorus, Lays him low with the leaves, lays 


him low with the leaves—with the 
leaves | 
We'll carouſe the whole year; 
Whilſt the Miſer's ſmall-beer 
Lays him low with the leaves in October. 


Ring aloud! for more wine, 
And lov'd- punch ſo divine 
Let our Lethe its miracles work; 
Here's a bottle my Lad, 
That will make our heart's glad 
And ſend us home light, my boys as the cork: 
Chorus. Twll ſend us home hght, boys 
*T will ſend us home light, boys 
Tig—bt my boys— 
Here's a bottle my Lad, 
That will make our heart's glad— 
And ſend us home light, my boys as th' cork, 


SONG XII. 
Tune, Felton's Highland Laddy. 
Bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Once gang'd to Leith, they ca'd her Nanny 
Her mou was ſwcet, her ſhape let, 

And cen as clear as e'er was any: 
At Aunty's door as ſhe ſat ſpinning 
In claithes ſae brae ; ſhe look'd ſae winning, 
She ſtole the heart of fickle Willy, — 
Which made him look a loon fu' filly, 


E 2 He 


( 52 ) 

He ſpeer'd her name, wi ſic daft-fhame, 

The Laſſy thought the Lad was crazy, 
Nor anſwer made to what he ſaid, 

But ſpun awa' wi looks fae eaſy : 
The Lad wi fheepiſh head down hanging, 
Now claw'd his pow and hame was ganging 
Which made the Laſly ſmile ſae bonny, | 
He cou'd nae leave his pretty Nanny, 


The loon took heart, and play'd his part, 

Sac weel, he gar'd her fit down by him, 

Qua” he my kine, ſhall a“ be thine, 

This made the Laſſy kinder eye him; 

While in the chimney corner Aunty, 

Bid him fairfaw, and look'd ſae canty; 

The Laddy play'd a ſpring ſae airy, 

And touzl'd Nan till he was weary, ; 


Now iika night, its her delight, 

To hear him play that ſpring ſae cheerfu; 
Wi heart ſae glad, ſhe joins her lad, 

Of muſic ſweet ſhe's gat her wim fu : 
The Lad-ſtill loos her beſt of any, 

And ſwears he'll never flight his Nanny, 
The Laſſy vows ſhe's nae fag filly— 

As oncs to faſh her conſlant· Willy. 


SON G 


T2302 


SONG XLII. 


8 Betſy fair, reclin'd near roſes, 
Bluſhing conſcious as ſhe lay; 
Rude winds her lovely form diſcloſes, 
Juſt as Colin came that way— 
Juſt as Colin came that way, 


With timid looks the ſhepherd gazed 
On her charms expos'd to view; 

And Betſy frown'd, but was 0 
When her Colin nearer drew— 
When her Colin nearer drew. . 


With down-caſt eyes and boſom —_— 
Betſy ſtrove in vain to chide ; 

But ſoon the Swain her doubts relieving, 
Vow'd he meant her for his bride— 
Vow'd he mcant her for his bride, 


He then with eager kiſſes, hiding 5 
All her beauty in his arms; ” 


Miſs Betſy now, ne'er thought of chidingos 


Freely gaye him all her charms, 
Freely gave him all her charms, 
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SONG XLII. 


Tune. The Yellow hair'd Laddie. 


S Corrydon once, to the woodlands did hie, 
He met his dear Phebe, where none could 
them ſpy ; 
In language ſo winning he preſs'd the ſweet maid— 
To ſhare the cool breezes with him in the ſhade, 


Said the gentle Shepherd, if I ſhou'd agree, 
To ramble alone in the woodlands with thee ; 
The laſſes would mock me, the lads wou'd me 


ſhun, 
And when Mammy hears it, Oh ! where ſhall I 


run ? 


Believe me, dear Phebe, you've nothing to fear | 
From envy, or ſlander, when Corrydon's near; 
No laſly ſhall mock you, nor Mammy ſhall chide, 


For to-morrow, e'er noon, you ſhall be my ſweet 
| bride, 


The ſhepherd then led her where woodbines en- 

FM twine, 

And fat him down by her beneath a tall pine; 

'There play'd on his pipe, which enchanted the 
grove, 


And meked the hear of his Phebe to love, 
Not 


„ 


EM 3 


Not like the baſe ſwains, who but court to deceive, 
And leave their fond laſſes behind them to grieve ; 
Our ſhepherd, with raptures, fulfill'd all he ſaid, 
And the very next day his dear Phebe did wed, 


SONG XLIV. 
Tune, Molly a Stour. 
Ir FWWAS in the pleaſant meadows near Hamp- 


T overtook a lovely nymph, and pleaſantly we 
talk'd ; G 

The weather and ſuch trifling things we often- 
times ran o'er, 

But when I dropt a word of love, ſhe yow'd ſhe'd 

hear no more. 


Struck with. ſo rare a being, reſoly'd I was to find 
Whether theſe were words of courſe, juſt to 
_ conceal her mind, x 
Then putting on a fad long face, I let her walk 
before, 
Then ſigh'd aloud, alas! how like the maid that 
I adore, 


The ſcheme ſucceeded to my wiſh, ſhe quickly 
turn'd around, | 
Whilſt I ſeem'd loſt in bitter thought, my eyes 
fix d on the ground; 
Have 


ſtead as I walk'd, 9 


( 56 ) 
Have you, ſhe cry'd, been croſs'd in love, — to an- 
ſwer I forbore, 
Ah ! keep me not in this ſuſpence, I long to hear 
ſome more. 


Then to a pleaſant ſhady grove I led the willing 
fair, 
And underneath a ſpreading oak my ſtory did 

| declare; 

Alas ! ſhe cry'd, how hard's our fate, yet fortune 
may reſtore, 

And fortune has, in thee ſaid I, and now I aſk no 
more. BY 


With eager tranſports then I caught the charmer 

in my arms, 

And ſwore no pow'r on earth again, ſhould tear 
me from her charms ; 

She often cry*d you have miſtook, but I embrac 4 


the more, 
And till I play'd myſelf i in _ I never once gave 


o'er. 


My charmer found it all in vain, now ceas'd. to 
uncdeceive, 5 ; 

And lik'd the * 2 ſo well, ſhe ſoon _ 
to grieve ; 
And tho! in wedlock now we're join'd theſe ten 
| ſweet years or more, 
We oft repeat the ſcene in groves, as loving as 

before. 7 SONG 


2 


Tu 
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SONG XLV. 
" Tune. 7 am a Young Blade that is lately forſaken. 


Y name's Philum Burn, of the ſweet Wick- 
low's county, 

I ſcorn for to live upon any man's bounty 

In the trench, mine, or bog. I cheerfully labour, 

I envy no rich Boor, nor cringe for his favour, 


YT 


But now cruel Norah, my reſt ſhe hath broken 
» las! fatal day, I remember the token, 
Twas an angry frown, with “ begone fellow leave 
me, 0 
Jut why haughty maid did you ſtoop to deceive 
me. 


y vows you have got, and my heart you've en- 
ſaved, | 

Vf my fond youthful hopes, I too am bereaved— 

But when I'm no more, you perhaps may diſcover, 


fou've ſlighted a true, for a falſe-hearted lover, 


hen no more ſhall poor Philim, again be ſeen 
ſtraying, 

\mong the ſweet hedges with Norah a maying; 

he thruſhes melodious ſhall chaunt my ſad ditty, 

id cold flinty rocks be melted with pity. 


Since 


* 


(48) 
Since my Norah is falſe, farewel Wicklow moun« 
tains, p 
Adieu to the groves, and the ſweet chryſtal foun- 
tains ; 
Adieu to the Dargle ! | where we've been together, 
And a tender farewel to my Norah for ever, 


.SONG XLVI. 


Tune, The Gates of Edinburgh: 
HAT words can deſcribe that heart rend 


| ing ſorrow, 
Which melteth the ſoul ! yet refuſes a tear ; 
Ng comfort alas ! we from language can borrow, 
Nor words can deſcribe, when we've loſt all that's 
dear : 
Tho! others may mourn the friend and relation, 
And pay to his manes the debt of a ſigh; 
Their grief ſoon will ceaſe, 
Whilſt mine muſt encreaſe— 
Each object renews it wherever I fly. 


Ye Monſters whom pride and ambition makes 
cruel, 

Who live by our ruin, in ſplendor, and eaſe; 

In your fell-ſervice I've loſt my dear jewel, 

He, toiling for you, fell a prey to diſeaſe: 


To 


1 


( 59 ) 
To fill your baſe coffers with Eaſtern plunder, 
The Youth of our Iſland are tempted afar, 
Thro' hardſhips and pain, 


Some bring home your gain 


"Whilſt others fall victims to ſickneſs and war, 


But ah ! what availeth my ſad lamentation, 


The Fates have ordain'd it, nor ſhou'd I repine, 
They, angry have croſs'd my fond expectation, 
When I was moſt certain, the Youth ſhou'd be 
mine; 

Then hear me kind Heav'n, and pity a Maiden 
Who now is bereft of all pleaſure in liſe; 

Send me hence, to my dear, 

For no terrors I fear— 
Since in death my Amander will hail me his wife, 


SONG XLVIL 
Tune. Pl! fing in the Praiſe of my Jockey. 


O. all the young Damſels, that trip the Green 
Park — 


m ſure the moſt bleſt! wha with my dear 
Spark; 
He's ſprightly, good-humour'd, but always diſcreet, 
His looks are lo charming—he dreſſes ſo neat— 
What Maid cou'd reſiſt my Dear Jackey ? 
No Maid can reſiſt my Dear Jackey, 
When 


1 


When he's abſent from Chapel, how anxious 1 
look 92 

Quite impatient to pray but his eyes are my 
book; 

When he enters, ah ! pardon me, if it be fin, - J 

T then find my book, and with raptures begin 

To pray for the health of my Jackey— 

I aſk you kind-Heaven but for Jackey, 


On each Sabbath-Day, when the Youth he ſits 
near, | 

With pleaſure I ſing—for it pleaſes my Dear 

Oh! cou'd I—inſpire him, with courage to ſpeak, A 

I'd freely confeſs that I live for his ſake — 

For none ſhall e'er wed me, but Jackey |! 

Then why will you pain me thus Jackey, 


By Cuſtom, that Tyrant, our Sex is confin'd— Ir 
And Modeſty —whiſpers, “ fond Maid your too F 


kind Ft 
The Prui'es too will blame me and ſneer out IE. 
O fy, $a 
Yet, when my ſwain aſks, I'm refolv'd to comply BW 
And haſte to the Church with my Jackey ! Tl 
No longer be=Baſhful Dear Jackey, Gr 
ef 


SONG 


( 61 ) 


SON G XLVIII. 
y The Triumph of Liberty, | * 


pl ſacred-Pow'r ſhall now inſpire ! 
The humble Muſe to ſtring the Lyre, 
To wake the antient Spartan drum! 
And bid each ſleeping-Hero come: 
Prince of Poets Soul divine 
Now encircled by the Nine, 
Sharing half Apollo's chair, — 
Deign to lend thy heav'n- taught Ear; ! 
While I raiſe my Song to thee, 
And thy lov'd: Nymph - ſweet Liberty 
And thy lov'd-Nymph |—ſweet Liberty, 


ts 


Now from the Sacred-hill deſcending, 
Aid my youthtul- Muſe, aſcending— 
Then, O] Milton, —hallowed Name, 
"0 Wl yet may reach the Trump of Fame: 
Freedom's th' Charge |—ſee - while tig _—_— 
ut Ev'ry Patriot's ſhade ſurrounding | 
dages lead the Noble Proop, 
ly © Who to Tyrants ne'er wou'd ſtoop, 
Theſe! come to pay their Court to thee 
Great Woodland-Nympn |—ſweet Liberty | 
Great Woodland-Nymph !—ſweet Liberty. [ 
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Bold,—daring Muſe ! exert your ſkill, 
Now ſweep the Strings - bid Echo fill— 
All yon bright azure-vaulted ſky, 
Were the ſterr-Fates preſide on high. — 
Meeting where Joye's Thunders roll ! 
Convey the ſound from Pole to Pole; 
And at each cloſe your {trains high-ſwell, 
To Mortals, joyous Freedom tell: 
For Tyrants all hall yield to thee | 
Dear Woodland-Nymph | ſweet Liberty 
Dear Woullund-Nymph | ſweet Liberty, 


SONG XLIX. 
Tune, Tack Ratlin, 


HE hour of parting's come my Fanny, 
The Sailar ſaid, and dropt a tear, — 

But yet the Months ſhall not be many, 
Till I return to you my Dear; 
Then to his Manly breaſt he claſpt her, 
And kiſs'd the falling tears away, — 
Ken ſorrow now of ſpeech bereft her 
Her ſighs alone - cou'd bid him ſtay. 


Farwell dear Fan ! my life's beſt treaſure— 
Your Bowling now muſt haſte on buard, 
Till we next meet adieu all pleaſure, !_ 
For here with thee, my joys are moor'd ; 


And 


— cw} wo ” = wy ov > BY Ye * 2 
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And now with aching hearts they parted— 
\las [- no more—to meet again, 

[he Maid remain'd a while diſtracted! 
And Bowling—brav'd the greedy Main. 


With golden expectations freighted, 

They ſeud it through the briny deep,. — 
Ah] luckleſs-crew, why fo hard fated ? 
Ye ſoon muſt at the bottom fleep z 

The middle-watch the deck was walking, 
Before the wind the veſſel flys, 

While ſome were of their frolicks talking 
A dreadful tempeſt rends the ſkies, 


All hands were call'd ; to 'ſcape its fury! 
In vain they ev'ry method take, 

For now the Boatſwain in a hurry— 
Declar'd the ſhip had ſprung a leak ; 
Appal'd ! the weary'd Sailors | hear it, 


Their cries increaſe the diſmal ſcene ! —- 


The boldeſt Lars alive, now fear it, 
And wiſh, in vain, they ne'er had been. 


The Ship ſoon to the bottom founder'd, 


But two, were ſav'd, of all the Crew |! 
Which did conſiſt of near One Hundred, 
All Britiſh $eamen 1—ftout, and true; 


F 2 
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Soon 


( 64 ) 
Soon as the dreadful-tidings, reached. 
The lovely Fan z ſhe heard aghaſt— 
The Roſe forſook her cheeks, —ſhe fetclied 
A bitter ſigh ! and breath'd—her laſt, 


SONG L 
Raphael's Miſtreſs, — 
Tune. Katharine Ogie. 


HE ſweeteſt Nymph that grac'd the plain 
At rural-wakes,—or dances, 
Is Hannah, fair—with lovely mien! 
She like a Queen advances : 
Her flaxen-locks—in ringlets flo y 
With am'rous zephyrs ſporting, 
And on her boſom—white as ſnow |! 
The little loves ſat courting, 


Her eyes fo languiſhing and blue , 
With looks ſo ſoft, and charming, | \ 
Her cheeks exceed the Roſe's hue, | 
With Graces round them ſwarming ; 
The breath of Morn, was ne'er ſo ſweet 
Pink, —Violet, nor Panſy; 
Her lips to guard, ſiy-Cupids meet, 
And wounds the raviſh'd fancy. 


Such 


1 


Such charms !—what Mortal cou'd withſtand? 
Amaz'd the Artiſt view'd her, — 

The Pencil dropt from Rhapael's hand! 

Me ſigh'd,—he lov'd, —and woo'd/her : 

The Nymph devoid of artful-wiles, 

With Virgin bluſhes—hearing, !— 

His merit blefs'd, array'd in mile 
No prudiſh-cenſure fearing. : 


{t» S . © 


* 
* 


* þ :. SONG .. 
une. Candudeliſh, a Favorite Iriſh Air. 


r ſweet Nelly my deary, 

For here yoùr poor Teady impatient ſtands 

Be not ſo cruel, for now I am weary— 

Of Kate and Shevaun with their cows and their 
lands: 

Ad dear Nelly open theſe lovely eyes l 

5 on poor Teady that lives but for your ſake 


Fön him, kindly y, or he this inſtant dies! 
0 A © Yourb? al is ſweeter far 


þ Roſes—are, wake then my love | 
Heir me oh ! hear me, theſe ruby lips move! 
Or your own Teady, his poor heart will breax 
His poor heart will break, 


2 


0 
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Lovely Nelly frown not thus upon me— 

How can you make my poor wounded heart bleed? 
Ah ! do not turn thele balmy lips from me, 
When for their cordial you ſee me in need ; 

Have I not guarded you, from each danger? 
Lock'd in ſoft-ſlumber defenceleſs you lay— _ 
Now your awake, you look like a ſtranger 

That never Teady knew, 

Vet he ſtill lives for you | be not ſevere; 0 
Or from my heart your dear image I'll tear 

Then farewell dear-honey no longer I'll ſtay 


No longer I I! ſtay. 8 
I 
SONG LIL 
Tune. 1 never go abroad again. 
CINCE Knaves and honeſt Men agree. A 
That Poverty's a curſe; 
And that Mankind no faults will ſee, A; 
Where, there's a weighty purſe : 
No more I'Il hold, thoſe ſcruples old, 
Wich long have kept me poor; Bu 
But like the reſt, will do my beſt 5 
A. living to ſecure. In. 
But like the reſt, will do my beſt: | 3 
A living to ſecure, | Th 
a 0 
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I care not who diſlikes my plan, 

For this I know full. well; 

You'll hardly find one money'd Man— 
But, Conſcience firſt did ſell - 

Are not all theſe, induſtr'ous Bees, 
Who for the honey toil ;, 

Tax'd, tith'd, and Vaw'd for Drones and fraud, 
The vermine of our Soil— | 
Tax'd, Tith'd, and Law'd for Drones and fraud, 

The Vermine of our Soil. 


Search ev'ry rank throughout the land, 
The thirſt of Gold you'll find; 

Doth ſtill. prevail and foremoſt ſtand 
In almoſt ev'ry mind: 

For Gold each tries, it friendſhip huys— 
'Tis it commands reſpect, 

And it alone, will oft atone—- 
For ev'ry foul defet— 

And it alone, will-oft atone: 
For ev'ry foul defect. 


* 


But for this golden prize let's ſce- 
What price we down muſt pay; 
Firſt know what will the purchaſe be, 
For that's the faireſt way: | 
The price here name, tis Honor, Shame, 


« Pity, Juſtice, Love, and Taſte 


A 
* 1 
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ts often more”—Then I'll be poor, 
For Gold I'll nc'er turn beaſt— 


"I 185 te ]ts ofter more“ Then I'll be poor, 
| For Gold I'll ne'er turn beaſt, 


SONG LUI. 
Tune. Jemmy Trig, at the Sign of the Gun,. 
® Wealthy Trader now who lives—but 
I've forgot his name Sir, 
Has got a Wife to ſweeten life— 
. But Nick himſelf can't tame her. 
Fal de * lal, Ke. 


At Margins, Bath and Briſtol * * s every 
Seaſon flaunting, þ 
Whilſt Crib at home, uſd pick a * 8 
To give his dear a jaunting. T 
Fal de ral,” Ke. . ö : * 
ä { 


ut when to town \ briſk Madees i comes, 
She dreſſes out ſo gayly,. 

2rib's purſe muſt ſweat, to pleaſe his Pet — 
Which makes him grumble dayly. "a7 
| Fal de ral, &c, 1 


* A, 


About his ſhop i in hoops ſhe ſtruts, cork - rumps I © 7 
And feather'd—hat too, 
No Lady fine, like her can ſhine— „ 
. Yet what can Crib with that doo. For 
Pal de nal, & Our 
| To 
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To Balls; and Plays, and dear—Vauxhalt 
To charming Maſquerades Sir, 
She ſtill muſt go—who dare ſay no? 
When Crib himſelf oft leads her. 
Fal de ral, &c. 2 


SONG LIV. ; 
Tune, Shelin a Guira, or the Iriſh Fox Hunt. 


Bottle of red Noſe, a pipe, and choice Friends 
At Night, for the cares of the Day, makes 
amends— N 
All ſeated ſo jovial, we'll quaff, ſing, and ſmoke} 
Since Life's but a Bubble, we'll laugh at the Joke: 
Then tune up dear Jamar, and give us a ſong 
Let Mirth, and fweet Harmony join in the throng 
Attention, friend Sam, throw the News-paper 
gown .--:., et 1 
By poring too much, you may learn boy, to frown, 


Chorus: Fol the ra rol tol larol lol, larol lol le, 
E Fol the ra rol lol, larol lol larol lol le. 


„The mind of a Woman, No !—Jockey and 


Jenny, | 
« Or Liberty” '—we'd as ſoon chorus as any, 
For ſince we've but little, my boys let us uſe it! 
Our Pyrants, and Miſers, can only abuſe it. 


ro Fill 
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Fill your bumpers my ſouls, and let each toaſt his 
laſs, 

Whether black, brown, or fair, for all 88 
muſt paſs. 

Now Johnny, the ſweet ſilent flute we muſt 
ſound, 

For none ſhall depart till the ſong has gone round, 

Fol the ra rol, &c. 


Thro' crotchets and quavers, now Johnny's voice 
flies, 

With eaſe he deſcends, and with ſkill he can riſe; 

Prepare tuneful ExswoRTH, that ſweet hunting 
ſong, 

And Butler muſt follow, nor ſhall he be long : 

Friend Dixon's Cuckoo, ſhall 0/4 Davy attend— 

While in plaintive ſoft tones Lauren singe us 

the end 

Of the high mettled Racer int glaſs is run 
down, 

Then the catch and loud glee, ſhall our merriment 


crown. 
Tol the ra rol, &c, 


Fack Rattle, next chaunt's us the chriſt'ning of 
Joey, 
While Sego inſpire's us for toaſting dear Cloe; 
His © Gay circling glaſs '—ſhould never ſtand ſtill, 
It, wh Water of Lethe, our Chapman ſhall fill ; 
Qur 


* 


(6 


O ur young Bill—et cetera, with Owen ſhall ſing, 
A Duet, or a catch till they make the houſe ring, 
Juſt in glee, now Prince Richard, ſings out Peter 
White, 
And gives us the reaſon He never went right. 
Fal the ra rol, c. | 


Thus in mirth and choice humour Old Night 
ſteals away, 

Then with bumpers we'll hail the approach of the 
day ; 

And toaſt ev'ry Worthy, that e'er grac'd our 
room _ 

May the cypreſs in peace, round their ſhades ever 
bloom |! 

And thoſe who naw live, may they long live in 

lee ! 

And 5 be as happy, Friend Morgan, as we 

Now a brimmer to Sweethearts, another to wives, 

Long may all ſons of freedom enjoy their o 
lives! | | 

Fal the ra rol, &, 


| 
U 
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SONG Lx. 


The Defeat of the Iriſh Propoſitions, | 
Tune. The Humors of Glin. 


RRA Dennis a heager, to hear you I'm eager 
Now tell us what news from dear-Dublin a 
ſtore , 


*Bout their Parlimentations, they make ſuch no- 


rations | — 

The like ſure, myſelf never heard of LR 

There's Terence ra, thats s courting Red 
Nelly,— _ 

Why—he lives beyond Widktow, you know, who 
I mean, 

He read in the News, our Great Men did refuſe— 

For to ſign Prop—pro—, oach devil go with it 

I've loſt it again, Fol the rol .larol, &c. 


Dear Murthough with , pleaſure, ſince now we 
have leiſure, 

I'll tell you a gra, what was flying abqut,— 

That theſe ſame Prop—phy—ſicians, was mere 
Impoſitions, 

(So the Parliment call'd them) and then kick'd 
them out : 

But ſuch bawling, and ſhouting, ſuch kicking 
and clouting, 

Muſha Monumondioul ! but all Dublin was mad 

For 


6. 7 » 
Por joy that each Spalpeen, was toſs'd on his back 
clean, 5 


The heart in my body dear Murthough, was glad. 
Fal the ral, &c. 


But the beſt of the fun was, they thought for to 


ſhun us, 
Naboc'liſh ſays Patt, we've not done with you yet; 


Firſt ſwear to Us truly, come don't be unculy,— 


Or elſe by Saint Patrick, we'll ſoon make you ſweat 

Then no more in our hearing, come here with 
your jeering, | 

Your fly Propoſitions—trumpt—up to deceive, 

But take them and hatgh them, the Devil can't 
match them, 

So pack up your Friends, and be taking your 
leave, Fal the ral, &c. 


Now the Bells all were ringing—the Ballads wete 
ſinging, 

> [nd News-Boys were roaring the Monſter's 

Oh! the bloody - bloody Monſters defeat l, 

The Bonfires they lighted, my Garraun ſo frighted 

He gallop'd away, and made good his retreat; 

[ pull'd, and I ſwore, but he never gave o'er, 


d ral we reach'd Bryan Murray's, the Sign of the 

| Bull, | 

g Where I told them this ſtory !—we was all in our 
glory, p 

| [2h we drank Currant- Whiſkey *tiil we was 

or right full, And ling fol derol, &c. 
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s ONO LI. 


55 Tune. Lochaber no more 
T1 Spring cloth'd in flow'rets ſo pleaſant to 
ſee,— 

With all its gay verdure, is diſmal to me; 
The Soul that is wounded can find no relief, 
The joys of the happy's a ſpring to my grief; 

Wo 1 fly the gay ſports which enliven tke plain, 
And join in the Stock-dove's rich plaintive lorn 
ſtrain. 


Ah ! why fond remembrance—thus. double my 

_ * 

Why *waken thoſe ſcenes, which, my heart did 
enſnare ; 

Firſt lur'd by the muſic of my Angels voice ;— 

Fate led me to Mary, and fix'd was my choice; 

Love, honor, and reaſon, approv'd of the ſame, | 

And Mary indulg'd, and accepted my flame, 


Tho? I loy'd, all Her beautys which raviſh'd my 


ght, | 
Yet, the charms of her aka. gave ſuperior 4 
light; * 


Thus Lovely and wiſe, was this Idol of mine 

My Soul's chief exiſtence !—ſhall I not repine? \ 

Harſh Fate, cruel Fortune! quickly arm thy brow, / 
T: ou'ſt rob'd me of Mary Il fear thee not, now. 


SONG 


rn 


ny 
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SONG Ln. 


Tune. To Anacresn in heaven. 


REAT Jove ca!Pd the Gods once, ſome 
ſcheme to deviſe, | 
To humble the pride of us Mortals below; 
Then the Lightning flaſh'd from the Thugderer's 
eyes yy 
He ſaid“ Ye Celeſtials I'd have ye all know —— 
n Mortals defence I ſhall hear no pretence, 
« For pride you all know is a damning offence ! 
„Three Plagues worſe than Pharaoh, or Egypt 
e'er ſaw, | 


They henceforth ſhall feel, in War, Phyſicle, 
and Law,” 


At th's dreadful Sentence ! the Gods all amaz'd ! 

Withdrew, to conſult what was beſt to be 
done ; 

“Great Jove may yet ſpare, if his wrath be ap- 
peas'd,“ 


There's hopes cry'd Apollo, the God muſt be won: 


The ſweet Blue-ey'd Maid now in ſmiles all ar- 
ray'd, ä | 

Entreated dame Venus, and Juno to—aid — 

With Bacchus, ſon-Cupid, and Hymen to fly, 

And humbly Petition the Lord of the ſky, 


G 2 Now 
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Now Pan, who in grief had retir'd to a nook, 
With joy took his ſeven-reed pipe, and his hook 
Whilit Mercury with the Petition aſcends — 

A train of Celeſtials the Meſſage befriends : 


Bear this anſwer cry'd Jove, to the Goddeſs I love! 


«© 'Tho' no tears, nor entreatys my Fiat can move, 
&« YetTl] grant their Petition, that none ſhall re- 
pine, 

« And Mortals ſhall feaſt on Mirth, Women and 
Wine.“ 

cn grant their Petition, that none ſhall repine 

And Mortals ſhall ſeaſt on _— Women, aud 
Wine.“ 


SONG LVIII. 


ISS Kitty, beautiful and young 

1 Whoſe charms the Village Swains had 
ſung, 
Thus to her Mamma ſaid 
Thus to her Mamma ſaid: 


Good Mother I have oft complain'd, 


That I alone ſhou'd be reſtrain'd ; : 
, Whilſt others freely Wed 
| W hilt others freely Wed, 
Shall I be here compell'd to wait, 
Till Pm grown ſtale and out of date 
'T here is no reaſon in it, 
There is — no reaſon in it: 


* 
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For whilſt I am thus cloſe confin'd— 

The dreadful notion haunts my mind ! 
That I ſhall miſs—the lucky minute, 
That I- ſhall miſs—the lueky minutes 


s ONO LIX. 
Tune. Maggie Lawder . 


h 7 ap Night as Nell, who ſung right well». 


Was chanting up a ditty, 
A Spark came by, but turn'd ſo fly 


To view the Chantreſs pretty ; 
She ftruck his taſte, he then in haſte 


Tipt her the wink to follow, 
She took the hint and after went— 
Leaving her Crowd tp halloo. 


- 
vs - 
* 


It being dark, the am' tous Spark 
Convey'd her to his Chambers; 
They ſupp'd and boos'd before they ſnoos' d 
| Regardleſs of all dangers ; 
Then in to bed, the Nymph was led— 
Her Spark flept ſound till morning; 
His watch and gold, ſhe juſt made bold 
To move, but, gave no warning, 
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SONG LX 


The Real Knife, 
R pretty fancy - good people yon muſt 
know, 
I juſt brot down from Londre, de curious here te 
ſhew ; 
It is de very vonderful !—vonderful nice ting 
*Tis de real knife !—I ſwear de real knife—ftab 
o- de king.— 
Bum bum ! bum—bum—bum—hum. 


Beg pardon my good peoples don't underſtand 


o me, 
De King not à von bit nur. God leſs his Ma- 


jeſty ; 
A very pretty fancy— good peoples come and try— 
I'm fure de very fight wou'd make a you all cry— 
Nn, & c- 


Here you wilt ſee de voh grand repreſentation— 

Of all de great men of de Eng—li—ſh—Nation, 

Juſt as de all did ſhit—upon !—did ſhit upon, 

Dat von dam crazy biſh — Margeret Nicholſon— 
Bum—bum, _ —_— 


A very pretty fancy—de ſelf ſame bloody knife, 

By Mozes—Aron—and de Twelve tribe — oh tis 
de ſame pon my r 

? Come 
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Come, come—good peoples—don't a poor Jew 
blame, 


For if you don't a ſee pon my vord it is a ſhame. 
Bum—bum, &c. 


A very pretty fancy—gocd peoples come and ſee, 
*Tis vell vorth von ſhilling—pray ſtep in and be 
And be convinc'd vid your eyes—dat fat I ſay is 
true, 
Come den, damn it—for two pence you ſhall have. 
one view. 
Bum—bum—bum—hum—bum—hum. 


CT Wa 3 


The Alehouſe Politicians, 


A CANTATA. | 


RECITATIVE. 


9 WAS in the Winter Seaſon of that Year 
5 When dire Taxation, ſwallow'd all—but, 
„ hee, | 

An honeſt Bard, who long had dwelt on high— | 

Above five floors, in Parlour next the Sy; 


From his dear Mount-Parnaſſus wou'd deſegnd, | | 
To drain a Tankard, with ſome truſty Friend, 4 


Where cugning Politicians grave, and Old— ö 
Oft met, but never to be bought. —— or fold : ! | 
One night round Alehouſe-fire, he does relate, | 
On Party Meaſures, roſe this grand Debate ! 

A plump Fiſhmonger, high above the reſt, 

Firſt rais'd his voice, and thus his friends addreſt, 


AIR, 5 | 

A lovely Laſs.to a Fryer came, 
Neighbours I ſay, who near me ſit, 

I give ye my opinion | 

It matters not—who dreads a Pit, 1 * 

We fear no Party-Minion ; | by. | 

Bhould |} 


= 


Shou'd the North wind again blow keen, 
And Young, and Old change Places— 
The woeful odds wou'd then be ſeen | 
You'd all wear fad long Faces, 

Yet lack-a-day—how ſome complain— 
As if they were undone Sirs ! 

But we know that it's all in vain, 
They might as well be mum Sirs ; 
Let thoſe that can't pay Scat and Lot, 
Still grumble till their blind Sirs, 
We'll laugh—to ſee them go to pet — 
I love to ſpeak my mind Sirs. 


RECITATIVE. 


And now with indignation in his face, | 
A Brewer roſe—and riſing ſhook the place! 


With fiſts hard clench'd—the Small Beer Brutus 
ſtood 


And thus he ſpoke for his dear Country's good. 


A I R. 
An Old Woman cloatked in Gray. 


I've heard with attention your mind, 
And own I am vex'd to the heart 
To think my friend Sprat is ſo blind ! 
As with ſuch a crew—to take part 


Y 


al 


1 


That miſcreant who ſtrikes at the Root, 
Which feeds all the Branches of State 
Tho' my Father !--with ſpeed I wou'd ſhoot, 
And thank the kind Stars for my fate. 


| 
| 


RECITATIVE. 


A tender-hearted Butcher, who ſat near, 

At ſound of Father—wip'd the ready tear, — 
With horror ſtruck !—he view'd the cruel man— 
Then groan'd, and roll'd his eyes — and thus 


began, 
ATR. 


Chevy Chace. 


Ah! wicked Man—what's that you fay ? 
Theſe bloody wards——recall ! 

Look up—above, and earneſt pray !ſ—— 
Left in the Pit! you fall; 


— — 


-— —— — 


For dear good-man, light words the? puff'd | 


Will never weigh—ofie pound 
With ſolid Men—they can't be ſtuff d— 
With Cag-mag !—1'll be bound. 


RECITATIVE. 
The next grave Politician ſoon reply'd, 


And with contempt- the former ſpeakers ey'd ; 


All ſelf important! ſflok his knowing head 
Hem'd thrice—aloud, and thus his Wiſdom ſaid. 
AIR, 


| 
4 1 
4 * 
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AIR. 

The Divine, tells us Wine, &c. 
I rife to quell ſuch prating, 
And bring you all to order, 
Inſtead of free-debating— 
Rank nonſenſe and diſorder ; 
There's Old Sprat, like a Rat, 
Knawing his poor Neighbours all— 
While Mr. Grains, nothing means, 
Our praying Calf, muſt bawl. 


But now l'll make a Motion, 
And hope you'll all attend it, 
Becauſe it is my notion 
There's no one here—can mend it; 
. I move that we- do agree, 

| To all that has been done of late 
By the Men |—that are—In— _ 
And now I'lltake—my ſeat, 


RECITATIVE, 

At th's a Patriot of no common mould, 

A Tallow Chandler—luſty, brave! and bold, 
Roſe up with his big voice ! to prop the Cauſe, 
And thus he Spuke—and thus he gain'd applauſe. 


AIR. 
Tom Tinker's my true Low, &c, 
And is the clear light of pure freedom ſo weak ? 
That by it, ye cannot diſcover the Sneak; 
| I mean 
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I mean the laſt Speaker—for who is ſo blind !— 
Why—the fat of Corruption / boils over his Mind, 
Shall ſuch a biſe Hireling for his Own ends— 
Pervert your free judgments, dear Neighbours and 

friends; 
No! I'll be run- hard- to the very laſt Snuff! 
Before I can take in, ſuch Court-Party Stuff. 


RECITATIVE: 
The laſt Great Politician, lean, and proud, 
Whoſe Language kept in awe, t e liſt'ning croud, 
Thro? various Climes—a Mountebaiik had been, 
And Wars by Sea, and Land he'd often ſeen ; 
State Secrets too, and P-litics profound— _ 
e'd long explor'd— but no advantage found! 
iſtoric Pages ott he turned o'er, 
And to the Alehouſe fire brought mighty Store, 
Which he'd retail, to thoie, who'd hear, all night, 
And now but roſe—to ſet the parties right! 
With creſt erect the ſelf. ſuffic ient Man 
Darts round his weaſel eyes—and thus began, 


AIR, 
Let the Toaſl Paſs. | 
ſtrange fermentation 3 e've here to be ſure— 

The Political-body diſected | — 
'wou'd nonplus a Galen !—to find out a cure— 
our brains are ſo deeply affected; 
Wperlative (ki'l muſt purge your il] will, 
And multum in parvo, you'll find in my pill. 


Our 


| 
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Our rare Conſtitution I'll only premiſe, 


I mean in its primitive—Glory, 
Was ſuch as no human art e'er cou'd deviſe - 


Exceeds all! I read of in ſtory: 

Its Modern State—T'll briefly relate 

Apropos—you ſee—to the preſent debate. 

The Queſtion, preciſely—is whether—or no— 

When Subjects complain of oppreffion, — 

Hem—from Rapin a paſſage I'll quote for to ſhew, 

Its beauty ſurpaſſes expreſſion | 

1 patient good Sir hem pray do got 
ir, 

You ſhall hear but this inſtant it does not oceur 


Anno Domini-—fourteen—I believe 1 am right; 

(Thus far was the Doctor proceeding) 

When the Brewer cry'd out, I'm ſure not to night, 

For my laſt ounce of Patience is bleeding! 

Oh! fignal diſgrace, —had you ſeen the Quack's 
face, 

With laughing—I'm ſure, you'd have dy'd in the 


place. 


RECITATIVE. 
Now ſtrange diſorder preſently enſu'd— 
Miniſters, and Patriots, by turns were rude ;j— 
The Lords, and Commons, at each other flew, 
»Till Mr. King—the line between them drew, 
He, tho' a Lawyer,—was an honeſt Man! 


And thus bis Friendly Motiem he began, 
AIR. 


k 


k 
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AIR. 
Shelina Guira, or the Iriſh Fox Hunt. 


I riſe my good friends with the pureſt intent, 

All lawleſs diſorder, in time to prevent; 

And move 'till to-morrow, we adjourn the debate, 

The Members are weary of Buſineſs thus late: 

And e'er we depart, —that each Patriot ſoul— 

Do contribute to bring in a National bowl, 

Out of which we'll toaſt King, Lords, and Com- 
mons 'till morn— 


And teach the Great Senate, all malice to ſcorn, 


To a Motion ſo pleaſing each Member agreed, 


And a Bowl ſoon was brought in, with plenty of 
Weed, 

Then each took a Pipe, and the toaſt it went 
round 

Till King, Lords, and Commons, in Bumpers 
were drown'd ; 

And ſing 3 ero—B alinamone oro, 

Sine Balinamoneoro—Alchouſe Politicians for me. 


IND E X. 


Ei 
Bottle of Red-noſe 
| Ah! me-Well a day 
Arra Judey a heager 
A! hat: to theſe ar ms 
A bonny Laſs, as ever was 
As Betſcy, fair, reclin'd near roſes 
Ay Corrydon once to the Woodlands did * 
Awake, aw“ke ſweet Nelly. _ 
A Wealthy Trader, now who lives 
Arra Dennis a heager 
A very pretty fancy 


pg. Oonau my darling 
. 
Cheerly my hearts of oak 
Come ye gloomy ſons of woe 
: \ D, tf 
Drink out and be wiſe 3 
F. a 
Fill your glaſſes my ſoulss 
Great Jove call'd the Gods, once 
H. 75 


How diſmal is the poor man's lot 
Hope begone thou fend intruder 
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ir IN D E X. 
I l. 
I'm bleſt beyond all meaſure 


In Durſfley fam'd for beauties bright 


In the praiſe of my Juggey 
In days of yore | 
L. 

Life's varied ſcene by fancy ſhiſted 


Low in a vale where nature dwells 


M, 
Miſs Polly now is but ſixteen 
My name's Phelim Burn 
Miſs Kitty beautiful and young 
'N, 


No longer can Durſley now charm 


Now ſummer's come 
Near the Shannon's ſide 

O. 
One dark night when winds. 
One night as Betſy plump and gay 
On Maeſter ſtrange things 
One ſweet ſummer's morning 
One night as Nell 
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See the Park throng'd with gazers 


Sweeteſt of the female train 
Since again my brave ſhipmates 
Stupid Fortune why ſo blind 


Since wine can raiſe the drooping heart : : 


. Since Knaves, and honeſt men 
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. 
The ſpring cloath'd in flow'rets 
The ſweeteſt nymph that grac'd the plain 
The hour of parting's come 
"Twas in the pleafant meadows 
The ſocial hour let's now enjoy 
Tas in the pleaſant time of year 
The wretch who comfortleſs and poer 
Thro' woods and flow'ry meads 
Thro' life what ſtrange fancies 

W 

Whilſt happy o'er à flowing bowl 
Whilſt the Lads of proud-Dublin 
White-rob'd Peace in radiant ſmiles 
What words can deſcribe 
What ſacred power can now inſpire 
Your laws nor your cuſtoms 
Ye Gods what a terrible pother. 


" Rey * 
1.44 . - 


. „ EF 6,6 | 
2 8 oy „Nac *. 4.5 * 
e 2 97 Alt! 

* 5 
71285 35 't; 41 


worry 36,159) 
0 | 


